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No. 1767 (New Series No. 45). Saturday, September 15th, 19238. 


A SEA SIESTA. 


A pretty little damsel], shy and coy. 
Went swimming on the ocean's crest, 

And feeling very tired, she found a b(u) oy, 
So of course she had a little rest. 
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' “THE HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
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BEFORE THE BEAK. 


IN OUR OWN COURT OF JUSTICE. 


Worship took his seat on the bench in a 
genial frame of mind and a new knitted waist 
“oat. The high light on his benevolent forehead 
lit up the somewhat dim interior of the court, dis 
Dersing the frosty mist like a ray of sunshine. 

., Morning, sir,” began the Clerk, “first case on 
ar 


Is 


Jones,’” beamed his Worship; 


' “Good morning, Mr. 
A morning like this 


“nice seasonable morning. 
‘eminds me—” 

“Yessir,” interrupted the Clerk, “ first-case-ad- 
Journed-from-last-Friday - Bill-Basher - charged-with 
assault. Usher-call-‘ Jack - Sharp.’ Your name 
harp?” as the witness hopped into the box and 
Slanced round like a perky little sparrow on the 
®dee of the Temple fountain. 

“Yessir, Sharp by name and sharp by—’ 

“ Kiss the Book.” 

‘Witness, a hardworking house 
to having witnessed the assault, 

“I appeah for the pris’nah, yah Waship,” said 
Mr. Tout, of Hookham and Tout, solicitors, adjust- 


’ 


painiter, deposed 


“\¢ his pince-nez and pressing down his high collar 


%t the. back, where the stud had just given way. 

“Now, Mr. Jack Sharp, look at me.” 

“Don’t make me larf, sir!” 

There was a twinkle in his Worship’s eyes as he 
looked over the top of his glasses, first at the wit- 
Ness and then at the lawyer. 

“You have said you saw this alleged assault,” 
Tesumed the cross-examiner; “how can that be, when 
On are supposed to be at work?” 

“ Ah, now you’re only supposin’, 
“But what might you, in fact, 
ime?’’ 

“Well, I might ’a’ been standin’ on my head,.but 
I waan’t.”” 

“No impertinence, sir! What were you doing 

“Ah, wouldn’t you like to know?’ 

“Come, sir, answer my question.” 

“Well, if you p’ticularly want to know, 
Sroppin’ up a lamp post.” 

His Worship’s hand went up suddenly to hide his 
‘Witching mouth. 

“Were you looking out for a row?” 

“Not exactly, but if a chap keeps his eyes skinned 
® sees a lot o’ things he ain’t lookin’ for.’’ 

“You have said you were looking in a different 
Yirection, so how could you see all this?” 

“Don’t be hard on a pore fellow; ask me something 

Sier.”” 

“Very well, I will. How was it you were there at 


” 


be doing at the 
9°? 


I was 


1%» 


“That’s my business.’’ 
|. Come, sir. You tell us you are a hard-working 
agp yet you could stand there all the time watch- 

& the whole altercation.” 
be Alter-what-er?” 

“i Altercation, dispute, row!” 

Ah, now you’re talkin’.’’ 

_, Well, why were you there?” 

4 *Cause I had nothing better to do.” 

*And how comes it, then, that you, a hard-work- 

id man, had nothing better to do?” 

, Cause I hadn't.” 

That’s no answer. Come, sir, answer. Remember 
“are On your oath.” 
Sor Sharp scratched the back of 


his ear as he 
keq up at the Bench. ‘ 
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RHYMES OF THE TIMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


A LIQUID MEASURE. 


The Peeler squeezed the cook’s plump hand, 
And swore through life he’d guide her; 
And when he’d cleared the supper-beer 
He sighed and sat he—cider. 


The housemaid peeping round the door 
At first began to titter; 

But soon she bit her lip, and then 
Her smile became most—bitter. 


For, lo, the cook she there espied 
Permitting Bob to court her; 

And when reports of kissing came 
Jane muttered, “ I'll re—porter.’’ 


And as for Bob, no more, she vowed, 
Should he come there “acadgin’’’; 
For why he had deceived her thus 
She scarcely could ima—gin. \ 


“ Well, Bob, as ‘tis your wish,” said cook, 
“‘T’ll be your little Sally.” ° 
Said Bob, “Then shortly at the church 
We'll have the grand fin—ale”’ 


Upon her finger then he slipped 
A ring—’twas fifteen carat, 

“You are my only love,’’ he said, 
“I solemnly de—claret,”’ 


“False wretch--farewell:’’ a voice then 
moaned. . 

Poor Robert’s heart beat quicker. 

“ You've sold your love for jfour-half ale.” 

Quoth Bob, “ Well, that’s a--liquor!” 

« * * + . 
One summers’ day the pair were wed. 
The music made cook frisky. 
She said she loved that “Wedding March, ” 
By Mr. Pader—whisky! 

—————— E 
“‘Am I obliged to answer that question, me lord?” 
“T am afraid you must.” 

“Very well, then, if I must, I must. The reason 
why I had nothin’ better to do was this, I'd ‘just 
been an’ gone an’ got the bloomin’ sack,” 


READ 
Tragedy of the 
Bayadene Dancers. 
SEE PAGE TEN, 


*“*‘l HAVE A SONG TO 
SING, HO!’’ 


BY “THE BARD.” 
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THE FOOTBALL MANIAC. 


Now football is a first-class game 
When played on proper ground, 

But oh, it is a nuisance when 
Played all the town around. 


For instance, every boy and youth 
That e’er you chance to meet, 

Is kicking, kicking, at a stone 
All down the crowded street. 


He thinks he’s Bliss, Walden, or Shea, 
Or other player of grace, 

And so he kicks the missile till 
It strikes you in the face. 


There was a lad who did these tricks, 
A stone, a stick—he’d pick it 

From out the road, and on the path 
He’d drop it and he’d kick it. 


One day he saw a yellow thing, 
Just like a piece of soap; 

"Twas large and round, and all at once 
His soul was full of hope. 


He said, “I'll faney 1 am Cock, 
That lump. of soap I'll kick; 

“Tl score a goal in one long shot 
And all creation lick!’’ 


He braced himself. He took a run— 
(We'll soon conclude this story)— 
He said, “Now for a champion shot, 

\To kick this thing to glory!” 


It lay there all so innocent, 
A calm, reposeful sight; 
That’s why his toe went for it. 
Knew not ’twas dynamite. 


He 


To glory did he kick it? Well, 
He said it should be sent there; 

We only know he kicked it—we 
Are not sure if it went there. 


But if it did not, p’raps he did; 
Though curious it may be; 

The one conjecture that we have 
Is that he’s gone to see. 


For, anyhow, we could not find 
A trace of him on earth, 

And of street football in that town 
There now is quite a dearth. 


{ 


ISAACSTEIN: I vill lend you monish, mein frient, 
for nodings! Shall we se.’ shivty por chent? 
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HULLO!—HULLO!—What did you say, Exchaage? 
—Oh! you said “ What number?”’—Wel!, my dear, 
kind, good, attentive, rapid, helpful Exchange, I 
have already told you the number seven times, 80, 
perhaps—oh! you do remember? Well, as you re- 
member—Oh! is that you, Lardi’ How clever of 
the hustling, bustling, rapid, never-forgetting Ex- 
change to have got yuu so quickly! I’ve only been 
waiting half-an-hour and five minutes! 

* * * * * 


Well, now that I have got you, here you are ask- 
ing me whet I want! Well, I just hate being asked 
what I want, because I very rarely want anything 


except to be kind and good and helpful to some- 
body. 
* * ‘* * 
So now! 
* * * * * 


Oh! so you wish to know how I propose being kind 
and good and helpful to you? 
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THE HALF-HOLIDAY 


Well, you are an ungrateful cat, but as I am such 
a sweet soul, full of Sloperian sympathy, I'll do my 
best to tell you of a little plan which, if worked 
properly, ought often to result \in a_ nice little 


. present, or a nice useful bit of money. 


* ~ * * * 


The other day I tried. it myself, and it really 
worked extremely well. But I must tell you that 
the idea is not, rezlly my own, and I got it after 
going into the Playhouse and seeing that extremely 
brilliant and witty pluy entiiled “ Enter Kiki.” 

* * * * * 


I really went, not so much because of the play, 
but because I wanted to see how Gladys Cooper 
looked with her hair bobbed; also I wanted to have 
a squint at young Ivor Novello—who seems pretty 
well acknowledged to be the smartest, handsomest, 
best-dressed, cleyerest, and most yersatife young 
man in Europe—to whom I have not spoken since he 
was quite a young boy. 

e e * e a 

By-the-bye, sitting in the stalls I met his brilliant 
relative—the gold-haired pianist, Marie Novello, and 
ehe seemed immensely amused when I, commenting 
on her increasing charm and beauty, told ber that 
she ‘“‘didn’t look in the least like a sonata, but 
much more presented the appearance of a morceau.” 
Smart, eh? 

- « « * . 

However, that’s only by the way, and I'll get on 

telling you a bit about the play itself. 
* * - * * 

“Kiki” is oe chorus lady, reaily an extremely 
virtuous and moral little person, but apparently 
a devillish little tiger-cat, ready to do anything and 
anybody — and the way in which Gladys Cooper 
throws herself into this part finally shows what a 
stage genius she has now become. 

e 7 « 7 * 


Well, after being very tiresome and untamed, 
* Kiki” falla passicnately in love with Victor 
Lerou, a most dashing and delectable manayer 
(played, of course, by the ideal and idolised Ivor), 
but, though she loves him so much, she never for- 
gets the snow-white purity of her young virgin 
soul!—just like mine! (What did you say? Didn't 
quite catch that—but it doesn’t matter, because I 
don’t suppose it is any more worth catching than 


the measles!) 
* * * ” o 


“Victor’”’ is quite nice to her, but as he believes 
himself to be in love with his own divorced wife, 
he doesn’t think anything about Kiki, except as 
an amusing little devil of the usual gamine type. 

* * * * * 
All the sume, when she tells him that she hasn’t 
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VOCALIST (after singing carols for quarter of an hour without result): What abaht trying ’em with 


a bit of Ragt:me? 


he barked to bimeelf. 


SEPTEMBER 16, 1025 


any home or friends, he lets her ceme and live at 
his flat.. But, please understand that it is striotl¥ 
proper, and that’ while he sleeps in lis bedroom #hé 
camps out between rugs at the other end of the 
passage. But, all the same, when he wants to tur 
her out she refuses to budge, and adopts the reall¥ 
novel,idea of pretending to have a cataleptic fit— 
which, of course, makes it impossible for her 
be moved! And there he is, expecting a visit fro® 
the lady whom he thinks he loves (he has reall¥ 
begun to love Kiki, by-the-tye), ard who will, ? 
course, spurn hiim utterly if she tds him in th? 
compromising position of being alone in his fla 
with ‘a little bit of stuff.” 
ae « o + « 

Well, you can imagine, Lardi, that it is a simplY 
ripping show ‘you really must toddle off to the 
Playhouse and see it); but, besides lLeing a ripping 
show, it was very useful to pay off a somewh®# 
troublesome and long-standing little biill. 

* 7 & * * 


I know a young man called “Arthur Angel ”—b 
is pi and prop—he lives in a flat, ard an old cha? 
Gomes in to ‘‘do” for him every day from 9 to 2— 
then he goes out—and at foir o’clock he generall¥ 
has some extremely respectable frienda to te 
amongst these being a mamma and her rich a® 
marriageable daughter. 

* * « * * 


“All right,” thinks your resourceful Tootsie tt 
herself, “a little bit of the ‘Kiki’ tap turned ce? 
may bring about useful results!” 

. 8 * * as 


So off I taxied to Arthur’s flat, and rang the pell 
j*st as a near-hy clock was striking half-past thre® 
Arthur himself opened the door — looked horrifi 
to see me (because I hed dressed myrelf and pain 
myself up to the nines, so as to lock quite a gay 
and naughty girl)—I brushed past Arthur and 
reached the sitting-room almost before he reali 
what had happened. 

« * « ° > 

“T—I-I'm sorry,” he eaid, “but I’m afraid ! 
must ask you to come some other time, because~ 
er— I am expecting visitors!” 

* ” * 7 + 

“Are you really? How jolly! I'll stay and se 
them!” was my reply as I threw myself on tb? 
lounge, and showed a fine expanse of silk stocking: 

a os * * * 


And then Arthur really didn’t know what to do t® 
get me out, and when I did the ‘‘ Kiki” trick aD 
pretended to have a fit, I thought he’d go clean 
his rocker. 


e@ 


* * * * . 


“Good heavens! They’ll be here any moment!” 


- o * * « 
I still kept on with my fit. 
- * * * * 


“Good lord! Ysn’t there anything I can do 
make you go?” he shouted in exasperation. 
- * — . « 


Then I apoke—in a dazed gasping voice. 


“TI owe my dressmaker ten pounds —- *t must be . 


paid at once—I haven’t got the money to pay it! 


* * *- dl * 
And then he understood! 
* + * 7 oe 


And I may tell you, my dear, that after that not 
more than ten minutes had elapsed before I W 
standing outside in the street with ten nive, cl 
£1 notes in my bag!’ 

* ” * 6 ° 


Not a bad idea, eh? Blackmail’ Of course not! 
You wouldn’t do such a thing? No, my dear, JY' 
wouldn’t have the intelligence to take a notion from 
a clever play and adapt it to your own ends! It! 
intelligence you want, dearie, so I'll hang up, 
leave you to hunt for it! So long!! Ge to 
* Kiki’! 

———___ - ew 
ENVY. 


——_— - = 


“I wish I’ might die!” sighed a | middleas®™ 
maiden as she hung like a limp bolster out of the 
third-storey front window on a Sunday aftern 
and espied a man whom she had once rejected P 
pelling a three-pound-ten baby-cart. 

Fr 0 
DEAR GIRL. 


Miss Elders (sentimentally): “ Yes, I wapt to di® 
before I ret. old.” cm a 
Her Priena: “Oh! bo cclieh of you, Clara, am 
you knew I went you to be my bridesmaid whet 
get married next month.” 


af 
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EDITH: 
permission 

MAUD: 
afterwards. 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


=! FLAPPER: Faney crying over abroken engagement! You'll soon get over that. 


SISTER: I’m crying for the poor boy, not for myself. 


Do you really mean to say that you never give Jack 


to kiss you? 
Certainly not! 
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JILL: 
He always does it first and asks permission JOAN: 


chocolate 
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JILL O’ LANTHORN. 


~' GOOD FOR A SONG AND 
DANCE. 


Is love better than chocolate creams? 


N-no; 


but you can have a great deal ™ ore 


creams with the love than you can without it. 


“PAGE SIX 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


N ald beggar omman—such as we 
see at every turn in a great city— 
stood in a flood of wind and rain 
at the intersection of two streets, 

- just as people were hurrying 
home to the comfort of their own 
firesides. Although it was . 80 
stormy it was bleak and disagreeable rather than 
cold at this hour of the early evening, and the 
discomfort of ‘the storm served as a good back- 
ground for the professional mendicant. 

As she monotonously hailed the passer-by with her 
doleful chant more than one stopped to lay a penny 
on her outstretched hand, As two young men ap- 
proached, the crone assumed a more abject whine. 

“Please give a poor woman something to buy a 
loaf of bread, pretty gentlemen!” 

She touched the arm of the one nearest her, 
and peéred from under the hood which over- 
shadowed her face, grimy with dirt, and set in a 
frame of matted grey hair; but aa he felt the touch 
of her skinny fingers he thrust her off so rudely she 

“nearly fell to the street. 

“Haven't I done enough for you?” he said, flercely, 
*that you should sing your infernal old song into 
my ears on a night Jike this’ I have half a mind 
to call a policeman. Come on, Carroll. I’ve wasted 
time on the old beggar, and we'll be late.” 

But the old woman réached out a detaining hand 
and began again her wing-song ylea. ’ 

“For the love of Heaven, pretty gentleman!” 

She got no further, for he raised his hand to 
strike her, and a passionate and profane oath was 
on his lips, when the man with him, whom he called 
Carroll, swung bira aside as if he had been a -nere 
featherweight, at the sanie time crying aloud— 

“Shame—shame, Wyndham! to insult poverty 
and misery like hers. Here, poor soul! take this 
and go home out of the storm.’ He gave her the 
' loose change in his pocket without counting it, and 
hurried off with her blessings ringing in his ears. 

“A professional beggar!’’ sneered his companion, 
who was in very fact ‘a pretty gentleman” to look 
at, and evidently one of the favoured type of Society 
young men, “ Why, she stands on that corner all 
the year round and rakes in the shekels from such 
soft-hearted fellows as you. Follow her home some 
day, and you'll find she has rent-rolls and bank- 
books.” 

“I hope so,” answered the other man. 


“She is 
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URCHIN: 
UNHAPPY 


da lillie -- — a= ae Ai 
more honest than more pretentious swindlers, for 
she does not promise you any quick returns for 
your money.”’ 

“Dreamer,” said Wyndham, with an affectionate 
intonation, his sudden gust of passion over and 
his good nature restored, “you live on such a high 
plane you are always exalting others to your own 
level. It is too high for me—I cannot breathe at 
such an altitude. Here we part until later. I will 
call for you-at ten,” 

““T will be ready.’’ 

Carroll spoke as seriously as if some momentous 
event awaited them, but it was merely a fashion- 
able evening function where frivolous amusements 
would preyail. Ah! but it was the birthnight fete 
of beautiful Muriel Graham. 

Papa Graham, the opulent financier, who could 
point proudly to an honourable lineage and an un- 
stained name, was inspecting his only daughter 
before the arrival of the guests bidden to the birth- 
day ball, 

She was unusually sparkling and radiant to- 
night, s0 much so that ds her father kissed her and 
signified his approval of her appearance, he asked, 
with a gentle reserve— 

‘Have you decided?” 

“I think so. Please do not ask me any more just 
yet.” 

Her pretty, flushed face, bright in its setting of 
fluffy light hiar, grew thoughtful, but the look of 
happiness in her dark eyes satisfied the father’s 
heart that her decision had been wisely made. 

An hour later carriages were whirling to the door, 
and, despite the storm, all the invited guests were 
present, Muriel’a aunt, who lived with them, was 
hostess, so that the young woman could devote her 
time to her girl friends and the partners for the 
dance who crowded round her. 

Among these’ were Philip Wyndham and . Robert 
Carroll, two of the most eligible young men in her 
set, and the most ardent of her sdmirere, Thot she 
favoured both with ¢. tolerable share of her regard 
was known to her intimates, but Muriel did not 
wear her heart on her sleeve, ancl neither of the two 
most interested had been privileged beyond the 
others. 

But on entering the presence of Muriel Graham on 
this evening one of the two discovered that some 
subtle change had occurred in the atmosphere which 
had hitherto enveloped them with congenial moods, 
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Carry your parcels? 
MAN: Go away, 89 away! 


URCHIN: Oh! if you've got the job, keep it! 
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Muriel was sparkling, audacious to others, but to" 
him as cold and remote as an altar vestal, aP™o 
she did not dance with him once. For the other they 
heavens opened. He trod all the evening on 1089” 
clouds, wondering at his great good fortune, hOP” . 
ing it would not turn out a dream. J 

Mr. Graham observed, and wus glad. And he, t0% 
wondered how it came about. 

When the dancing was over, the last good wishe® 
said, and the guests away, Muriel went into the 
library, where Philip Wyndham and Robert Carroll» 
were talking to her father of the pleasures of th® 
evening, while their hearts burned within them. 

Crossing to Carroll, she drew a chair forward be& 
fore he could anticipate her, and sat down besidé 
him. Then she took out a small gold charm fro™ 
the bosom of her dress. It was one she had hersel 
given the young man yéars before. 

“Do you know this?” she asked, holding it up fF 
inspection. 

“That? Why, where—how did that come into your 
possession?” ‘ 

“When I gave it to you for a talisman you said 
that you would always keep it because it had be 
longed to me, and I believed you. Yet it seems that 
you have not even missed it.” 

She was gravely examining the little token. 

“I do not understand.” Carroll spoke with doubt 
that might have implied guilt. “I bad that in th® 
pocket of my business suit and read the motto thi? — 
very afterneon,”” He blushed and hit his lip. ‘Wynd: 
ham, are you responsible for this? But no; how 


could you be? I left it at home in my dressine” 


room.” 

“You gave it to another woman.” 

Her clear, cool tones were convincing, but Rober? 
Carroll sprang to his feet, and his voice carried lik® 
a bugle-call. 

“Tig false—some enemy has done this! 
that I left it at home——” 

“Hush, Robert!” Muriel held up her hand witP 


the severity of a judge, but her voice lingered ove? — 


the name ‘ Robert” like a caress. “ Swear not at 
all, but listen to me. You gave this to a womal- 
and I saw you. Indeed, I prompted her to ask you 


consciousness, and a ray of it 
dense atmosphere which had environed Wyndha” 
all the evening—‘‘ were you—the beggar woman?” 

“ No—no; but I was hurrying home from a charit¥ 
call, and I saw you and Mr. Wyndham, and wae 
about to address you when that poor creature ap” 
pealed to me. I told her to make a petition to thé 
two gentlemen coming, and she did. I saw an 
heard all that happened. When you had passed of 
she counted her gains, and I saw that you had, um 
knowingly given her the gold charm. I bought it 
back, and now I shall rever part with it.” 

“You saw ‘and heard?” repeated Wyndham, try” 
ing to nut a bold fece on the matter- 
But Muriel coolly ignored him. 

“Papa,” she said, with pretty defer” 
ence, 7.2 she led Carroll to her father: 
congratulate your children.’” 


——)o(——-—_-—. 


NATURALLY, 


say to him when he proposed to you’ 
; Did you say what you said you wer® 
) going to the other day? Theat was ® 
noble speech, just gsuited to cruah th? 
boldest man. And did’he sink awa¥ 
like a whipped dog? 
Bthel: Well, not exactly. 
did say just then. I—I—well—er—er— 
well I paid “ Yes,” 
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“Ohta great light waa breaking into Carroll’? — Ret: 
penetrated that 
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he Life that Kills 


F THT STORY OF A REFORMATION. 


—TWE was young and, consequently, foolish. 

At least a dozen times in as many months he 

},°¢ assured himself utterly wearied of the life he 

}‘llowed and made heroic resolves to have done with 
iy nce and for all; and as often after a brief, albeit 

_}*tnest, endeavour to find in solitude and hard work, 

Nsolation for the vain pleasures he had renounced, 
“4d he with, if anything. an augmented recklessness, 
"sumed those inglorious habits he had so stolidly 

1 tsworn. 

That was where the inherent idiocy of his youth 

Meerted -itaelf. 
ine initial instance on which the hollowness of the 

€ he lived forced itself upon him was when, for 

( the first time in his short career, he found himself 

Wlering the inconveniences of pecuniary embar- 
\,Ssment; the second was when She entered into 
: = life; the last, when he awakened to the fact that 
© had lost her. 
he circumstances which led up to his first spas- 
dic effort to reform were of the orthodox kind, 
vd need no chronicling; those which were respon- 

Pie for succeeding attempts form my story. 

, is meeting with her was casual. It ooccurred 

: it a moment when he had allowed himself to forget 

hat a really good woman ever existed. 
ih 2° aweet, unimpeachable nature which manifested 
“Self to him in her every word and action filled him 
‘ith a rapt infatuation. In her he discovered the 
“®al he had imagined non-existent. 
or a time he succeeded in proving himself capable 
|, honestly loving and worthy of fbeing loved. But 

}* a time only. 

Maybe if The Other Woman had not been destined 

Cross his path the repulsiveness his old existence 

4d assumed in his eyes would have become a rooted 
De. Perhaps, therefore, the youth should not alto- 
“ther be blamed for what Fate, as the prime instig- 

F Yr, was mainly responsible. 

; , The Other, you see, was distinctly a Woman of the 

(orld, and a clever one; such a one as this vain- 
. ‘lorious youth had yet to gain experience from. The 
, 2zling brilliancy of her fascination lured him, 

“Sr moth. willingly to the flame.. 
yenat which he had begun to look upon as Love in 
' |{al, without the Which life were tc be despised, he 
Sruptly forsook as a mere passing fancy—a ehild- 
Iness to be ridiculed. 
jy, was the undisguised sarcasm with which The 
her taxed him on his reputed infatuation for some 
| Xocent, that hastened his determination to give an 
“mest, of the complete absence of food for such 
“ling cynicism: 
thought of any sentiment he may have planted in 
“€ bosom of the discarded one. and of the effect his 
, Teasonable behaviour might result in, never oc 
| Tred to him. 

_},'t was only when he, poor gull, found himself led 
|) the slaughter, even as he had led, that such 
} °ucht, with its accompanying remorse, seized him. 
bey” had he not been a fool all might yet have been 
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\\As it was, he wae filled with a shameful cowardice 
, hich rendered him incapable of approaching the 
},'® whose holy regard he had so dastardly trampled 
.derfoot like some worthless weed. So he sought 
© consolation of all such crayens—dissipation. 
'},’" one occasion he passed her in the otreet, but 
‘Ashedly hung his head. 
'‘‘lonths elapsed ere he saw her again. 
“Ne night he staggered inanely into a familiar 
‘}, “nt off Leicester Square. Flinging himself on to 
lounge, he called thickly for a drink, then 
%pped his chin stupidly on his chest. 
touch on the shoulder presently brought him to 
i, Senses, and he lifted his eyes, expecting to meet 
* gaze of the waiter. 
; The face he did look into startled him into almost 
jj, "Plete sobriety. It was the face of her he had 
y and at her side stood The Other- 
, Meavens! You here!” he cried. 
_},. Yes—is it so wonderful?” she answered. with a 
}, "Mee smile. “ Aren’t you pleased to see me? Let 
metrodtace you to my friend.”’ 


$ \4e Innocent was indeed lost to him! 
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MILD-MANNERED FARMER (hrieffy describing contents of parcel): Duck. 
VILLAGE POSTMISTRESS: ‘Ow dare you address me like that! 


An Outcast. 


E plodded on down the 


curving, endless white 
lanes. 
To the right and left 


stretched the green beauty of 
English fields and meadows; 
the hedges on either side were 
fragrant with masses. of 
honeysuckle, and the ineffable 
peace and calm of a golden 
summer evening brooded over 
the land, 

But the man’s eyes saw 
none of its loveliness, as he 
kept trudging on and on, in 
a mechanical, dogged manner. 

The rags that hung about 
him were grey with dust from the roads; he moved 
wearily forward without pausing, a moat utterly 
desolate and forsaken figure on the beautiful land- 
scape, 

A Rolls-Royce came into sight. 
side to iet it pass. 

It went swiftly by, leaving the man choking, and 
the honeysuckle covered with dust. He waited a 
few moments till it had subsided, then resumed his 
shuffling, indefinite walk thet yet had something 
‘curiously decided in it, and presently he came to 
the lodge gates of a large country mansion. 

He saw the evidence of wealth on every side as 
he passed in and went up the long avenue, 

As he reached the terrace a gentleman crossed 
the lawn and stopped on seeing him. 

“ What are you doing here?” he said sharply. 
“What de you want?” 

“TI. want money,” war the brief and conclusive 
answer, 

The tone was not the professional whine, and 
sounded clear and cultured, contrasted .with his 
ragged and unkempt appearance. 

Some half-forgotten memories stirred in the rich 
man’s brain as he stood looking at him, 

The tramp went on- 

“T haven't got the price of a crust or a bed 
about me. Can’t yon help me’ OUharles, for hea: 
ven’s sake, have a little pity!’ 

The half-forgotten memories became certainty. 

“I do not know you"’ There was both anger 
and fear in the man’s voice. “Clear out of this at 
once, or it'll be the worse for you—do you hear?” 

Without another word the forlorn figure turned, 
and pasaed down the avenue and out of sight. 


He drew on one 


As he reached the hedge gates he was startled by 
a voice crying, “Stop!” A little flying, breathless 
form in white, with brown curls streaming behind 
her, ran up to him and thrust something into his 


. hand, 


“T heard you ask father for money,” she said, 
panting. ‘You can haye this if you like. It’s all 
I’ve got.” ¢ 

His brother’s child! 

He looked at the shilling in his hand, and an 
unspoken blessing rose in his mind. Then he passed 


out of the gates and pursued his way for about a 


mile, 

He realised he was too tired to go any further, 
and night was coming on; 80 he crept into the hedge 
and lay down to sleep. 

And in the solemn stillness of the beautiful gum- 
mer night, heaven had pity on him, and sent him 
the sleep that knows no awakening! 

* * * * * 


When the rich man read in the papers of the 
discovery of the dead body of a tramp on the high 
road, and the finding of a shilling among his rags, 
he thought, contemptuously, “No money, indeed! 
So he lied to me, as usual.. A thief and liar always, 
to the end!’ 

Jol 


ACRES OF IT. 


“Sallie has the biggest mouth! of any girl I ever 
saw.” 

“What a mean thing to say?” 

“Well, she told me s0.”’ 

“The idea!’ 

“She did. Said she:, ‘I must have a pretty big 
mouth. for every tooth in my head has an acher 
to itself.’’”’ ' 
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TAKING HER “CURTAIN. 
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GROWN OLD SEARCHING 
FOR GOLD. 
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LUCY’S METHOD OF INSPIRATION WHEN WRITING TO HER BOY. ' THE LEADING LADY: 
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CAMOUFLAGE. 
Five minutes before the girls had all been quarrelling like cats, but directly young Bullion came 


A FORWARD MAN. | in view, they danced for joy, and it was all ‘lovey dovey.” 
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“will my stockings THE ETERNAL CHASE. 
fetch ‘em? The Maid, the Man, and the——- 
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“3 THINK I have men- 

tioned  before,”’ re- 
marked the Ringmaster, 
“that I dislike Asiatics. 
However, the public de- 
mand sensational foreign 
turns, and they have to be 
supplied. Every now and 
then there is a boom in 
some particular business, 
sometimes it is wrestling, 
then ‘strong’? men are 
fall the rage, and just 
after the Prince of Wales’ 
visit to India there was a 
# regular run on Eastern 
dancers—not of the Maud 
Allan type, with mainly 
strings of pearls to cover 
their nude, forms, but 
genuine Eastern dancers 
from Ceylon, Nautch 
dancers and troupes that 
gave exhibitions of that weird and beautiful Malay 
dance called the Bayadene dance. 

“T was fortunate enough to engaze the first 
troupe of Bayadene dancera that ever visited this 
country,” continued the Ringmaster, “and a great 
success they proved Unfortunately, however, it 
ended in a tragedy, although the police never got 
wind of it. 

“One day a Belzian ealled on me and showed me 
some surprising photographs of a Bayadene 
troupe of twelve Malay girls he was running. 

“This Belgian was a thoroughly bad lot. He had 
been an officer in King Leopold’s domains in the 
Congo Free State, and was accustomed to every 
species’ of cruelty towards the unhappy natives. 
Then he went into the show business and engaged 
various troupes of native performers from all over 
the world, to give exhibitions in Europe and the 
States. 
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DIRECTOR OF THE MANOEUVRHES: Can’; understand people buying these ‘ere blinking things 


when they can get a gramophone cheap. 
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“T disliked the man from the first. He was cring- 
ing and fawning to me in his demeanour, but it 
was easy to see that at heart he va- a bully and a 
tyrant. 

“The business he introduced, however, seemed 
good; so I told him to bring his girls along, and if 
their performance was equal to their photographs I 
would engage them on the spot. Gothaine, that was 
his name, arrived with twelve dusky damsels and 
entered the ring, which was deserted, save by my- 
self. A typically Eastern odour of cinnamon per- 
vaded these girls, who were draped in long, flow- 
ing silk scarves and Oriental muslins, through 
which one caught here and there glimpses of their 
rounded brown limbs. 

“The girls seemed cowed; there was none of the 
assurance and sauciness you would find amongst a 
crowd of English dancing girls, and considering 
what a master they hed, as I afterwards found 
out, they had good reason to be so. Gothaine) seated 
himself at the piano, and his fingers flew melodiously 
over the keyboard. Then one of the girls banged @ 
cymbal, and the ring burst as it were, into a whirl 
of dusky figures, pirouetting and: bounding. 

“The show came up to my expectations, but the 
Belgian seemed dissatisfied. Suddenly he closed the 
piano with a bang and faced the girls with a vicious 
gleam in his eyes, ‘You, Rodiya, you yellow fool!’ 
he vociferated in broken Engiish. which ths Malay 
girls, however ,understood vell enough. ‘‘ You, you 
dance like a gorilla monkey. Why @e devil do 
you boomp, boomp der floor like a hammer 
mit your clumsy feet? See you float on der toes 
like de oders, or——’ 

“He turned to the piano without finishing the 
sentence, but it was plain to see the abject expres- 
sion of fear that came over the girl called 
Rodiya. 

“Dance!” he commanded, In a tone I have heard 
animal tamers use im addressing wolves, and once 
more the cymbals clashed and the Bayadene dance 
recommenced. Rodiya, however ,seemed prostratel 
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with nervousness. 

“The vicious side glances which Goothaine gave 
her from time to time with his narrow black eyes, 
seemed to make her positively tremble. 

Suddenly, while pirouetting around on her bare 
toes, she allowed her feet to sink to the floor, It 
was only for a moment, but Gothaine’s keen eyes 
perceived’ it, and with an execratien in French he 
jumped up, seized a supple cane he used as a walk- 
ing stick, and before I could interfere struck the 
poor girl several blows with all his might across her 
naked brown calves. : 

“*Qome,” I said sternly, ‘none of that brutality 
here, Mister Gothaine. If ever I find you lift your 
hand to one of those girls again, I will thrash you 
within an inch of your life, and then hand you over 
to the police!’ 

“*Nonsense, sare!” said the Belgian. ‘These 
creatures are like der monkeys, dey must be chas- 
tised now and den to keep dem in dere place. How- 
ever, sare,’ he continued ,‘ your word is law ant I 
am sorry der girl made me lose my demper. It 
will not happen again.’ 

“*T trust not,’ was my reply, refusing his proff- 
ered hand, ‘‘ Come to the office and I will give you 
a contract.” 

His face brightened up immediately, and five min- 

utes afterwards he left.with a contract for his troupe 
of twelve Malay girls to perform the Bayadene 
dance twice daily for the salary of £40 a week for 
a period of three months. 
‘ “The Bayadene dancers proved a yreat success, 
and, although I witnessed many threats and vicious 
glances, I saw no more actual brutality The girls, 
however, continued to be cowed and spiritless, e- 
cept when dancing. 

One everiing, however, I heard him elevate his voice 
and I went behind where the girls dreased. 

‘**What for you waste time like this?’ he cried. 
“You should bractise, bractise all der time. Not read 
books in our monkey language. What is dis, der 
bible, eh?’ and he held up a book printed in Malay 
characters, which the girl Rodiya had been evidently 
caught reading. ‘ Pecause I sit up of night reading, 
you are not to!’ he continued. ‘You are to dance, 
dance, dance, when you are not, asleep, so as to earn 
your keep. Sacre!’ he added threateningly, ‘I will 
make you dance in a way you won't like, if you 
don’t!’ 

My advent caused him to suddenly change his de- 
meanour. ‘ Look, sure,’ he said, ‘dis monkey girl 
read and read instead of bractise. Why not tell her 
no dance well, no engagements, no money! Would 
you like dis book, sare, as a curiosity?’ 
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“Bill, sorr? Yes, sorr; it’s three shillings and sixpence, including the cigar, which makes it exactly 
four shillings!” 


***Tt’s the girl’s property,’ I remarked curtly, as 
he handed it to me. 

“** Yes,’ said the girl timorously. ‘‘ You have book, 
boss! Him good book. Malays read him much!’ I 
gave her a present in exchange and placed the work, 
which was bound in yellow vellum, printed in quaint 
characters, on thin rice paper, and redolent with the 
odour of cinnamon and garlick, like all the belong- 
ings of the Malays, in my desk. 

“The next day he asked me fér two passes; which 
I gave him. They were for his landlsdy, and I over- 
heard her say—she was seated in the back row, which 
I was lounging against, smoking a big cigar—to her 
friend: ‘Yes, my dear, you wouldn’t believe now, 
would you? ‘hat there Mister Gothaine, he runs 
them beautiful brown girls wot’s dancin.’ ’'E lodges 
in my ‘ouse 1nd the girls 'ave two rooms between 
‘em. There, we landladies wot takes in professionals 
do see some queer things. Really the perlice ought 
to hinterfere with that man Of course, they ain’t 
Christians, them brown girls, but he treats ’em and 
feeds ‘em as they were monkeys and beats ’em like 


pore things; but there, ’e pays ‘is rent reg’lar as 
clockwork, and ter interfere gets one a bad name!’ 

“Two days afterwards a terrible thing occurred. 
In the morning when his landlady went to light the 
fire in his sitting-room, she discovered Gothaine 
seated at the table, dead and cold. 

“A doctor and the police were calied, and a post- 
mortem took place in due course. At the inquest it 
was proved conclusively that he had died from 
poison. An exhaustive search was made, but no 
traces off any poison could be found. A glass con- 
taining some whisky and water, which Gothaine had 
evidently been sipping just before his death was 
analysed without anything suspicious being discov- 
ered. <A book lay on the floor, haivrg dropped from 
his hands, it was an ordinary French novel, and he 
had been reading it apparently when he fell dead. 

“The detectives were completely baffled, No trace 
of the man having bought poison could be found, and 
after an exhaustive enquiry, a verdict of ‘ Suicide 
whilst temporarily insane,’ was returned hy the 
coroner's jury. 

“The Bayadene dancers were sent back to their 
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homes by the Aborigines’ Protection Society, and 
some ugly things about their treatment by Gothaine 
came out at the inquest. Before they left, the girl 
Rodiya begged the French novel Gothaine had been 
reading, and seemed overjoyed when she was given 
the book. So was the landlady, for she naturally 
wished to get rid of everything that reminded her 
of the suicide. 

“Time went on, and years afterwards I happened 
to show the Malay book which had belonged to 
Rodiya to a friend of mine, an Oriental scholar, who 
spends a great deal of time at the British Museum. 

“*Ts it of any value?’ I asked. 

“*Oh, no,’ he said. ‘It’s a Malay translation of the 
Arabian Nights, worth about two rupees. Whoever 
last read it — judging from the thumb-marks and 
dogs’ ears, was deeply interested in the story of the 
Physician and the Sultan. You know the tale? The 
Physician poisoned the leaves of a book-and the 
Sultan moistened his finger to separate the leaves, 
and gradually absorbed so much poison that he fell 
dead!’ 

“ This remark of my learned friend,” concluded the 
Ringmaster, as he drained his glass, ‘solved, as 
far as I was concerned, the mystery of Gothaine’s 
death. Rodiya had poisoned him in a similar man» 
ner to the Physician in the old Arabian romance.” 


or 
THE IMPUDENCE! 


Old Gentleman: Don’t you think you've been 
ocming to see my daughter long enough? 


Young Man: Too long,. I fear, sir. Why, she 
wants to marry me! 
at ' 
MANLIKE, 


“ How did your husband like the custard-pie you 
made for him, Mrs, Youngly?’ 
“Sat down on it, the horrid thing!” 


YOUR POWDER STL ALWAYS HANDY 
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dogs. It’s really awful, the vy he behaves to them 
HE KNEW. j 
“Jack,” said Mrs. Snaggs to her hus- C 


band, “how do you spell ‘ chrysanthe- 
mum ’?” 

“*T don’t think I would put any chry- 
santhemums in a letter if I were you,” 
replied Mr. Snaggs. ‘ They will make 
the letter overweight.” 

“Oh! if you don’t know. how to spell 
it, you needn’t try.” 

“Who said I didn’t know how to spell 
it?” 

“Well, how do you spell it?’ 

“The right way.” 

And Mr. Snaggs resumed his perusal 
of the evening paper. 
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INHERITED. 


Asker: Didn’t your wife inherit some- 
thing from her mother? 

Stuckley: Yes, a good deal, 

Asker: What was the nature of it? 
Stuckley: Mostly temper. 
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A GENTLE HINT. 


Mistress: That was a very nice letter 
of Patrick’s offering you marriage, 
Marv. What shall I say in reply for 
you?” 

Mary: Tell him, mum, if you plaze 
that when I get my wages raised next 
month, mum, that I’ll begin to save for 
the weddin’ things. 
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CLUB ORATOR: Say, it all the whisky was thrown into the sea, like they do in America, what 


would happen to us? 


THE JOVIAL ONE: A deuce of a lot of us would be drowned, old feller—what? 
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The Castaways 


NCE upon a time @ ship foundered 
in the open sea half-way between 
two small. vpinhabifed tropical 
islands. The entire crew were 
drowned, but it chanced that the 
wind carried six passengers to one 
of the islands, while a current 
bore the same number to the 
other island. In one case the 
half-dozen survivors were men, 
in the other they were women. 

Now, these islands were just too far apart to be 
visible one from the other, and both were far out 
of the ordinary course of vessels. ‘The castaways 
accordingly lived on for a long time, with no hope 
of rescue, those on the other island, of coarse, 
unaware of the existence of the others. 

Neither party found difficulty in maintaining 
itself, since food was plentiful and shelter quite 
unnecessary, beyond that afforded by the spreading 
boughs of the trees. 

Of the women it must be confessed that they got 
on ill enough in some ways. They soon fell out, 
and bickerings and harsh words were common. 

It was the constant practice almost every day for 
two of them to strike a truce; the pair would then 
spend the hours gossiping about the others, who 
were doing precisely the same thing, In the end 
they would quarrel, and the next day form new alli- 
ances. 

As for the men, it can be said that usually they 
get on much more pleasantly. They lived together 
in one place, and were, as a rule, on good terms 
with one another. 

It would happen frequently. however, that two of 
them would disagree on some subject, when they 
would fall to and fight viciously, the others !ook- 
ing on with interest. 

Just before they killed each other they would be 
separated, and after they had recovered  suffi- 
ciently to stand, they would shake hands and be- 
come friends again. 

In the course of time another ship was wrecked 
as the first had been, and in the same place; all 
therein perished except a young man and a young 
woman. 

By atrange chance the young man was thrown, 
half dead, on the women’s island Instantly they 
forgot their differences and flocked round him. They 
bore him to a sheltered place, and finally nursed 
him bck to life. 

When he realised the circumstances, he took it all 
as a matter of course, and pointed out several things 
which they could do for him. In fact, he kept them 
busy waiting on him until he was quite recovered. 
He proved to be a handsome fellow. 

One day the women approached him,, and one who 
had been appointed to speak for all said— 

“As you know, we are upon an island where we 
can never hope for rescue. We have accordingly 
decided that it is meet you marry one of us, True, 
there is no priest to perform the usual ceremony, 
but the situation is so. extraordinary that it cer- 
tainly justifies a union by mutual consent under 
the great law of nature. Arise, then, and make 
choice among us.” \ 

The man smiled complacently, and rolled his eyes 
about the women in a superior manner. Then he 
said 

“Your plau .«. yvod, 6 Tar as it goes, but it does 
‘not go far eneugh. The situation is so extraordinary 
that it certainly justifies plurality in wives, and 
under the great law of nature I, by these oral pre- 
sents, do hereby marry the six of you,” 

He rese with the intention of sealing the wholesale 
proceedings with a half-dozen kisees; but the Women, 
being good women, fled, nor stopped till they had 
hidden themselves in a remote part of the island. 

Here, being truly and deeply in love with the 
young man, each died of a broken keart, The man 
promptly relapsed into solitary barbarism. 

It happened when the second wreck occurred that 
the surviving young woman was cast unconscious 
upon the island inhabited by the men. 

They found her, and thongh giving one another 
some black looks, carried her to a safe place, built 
her a comfortable shelter, and nursed her much 
more gently than you might have expected, knowing 


» what you do abont them. 


She gained slowly, but at last she waa fully re- 
covered; and she certainly was a very beautiful 
woman indeed. 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Tootsie’s 
Matrimonial 
Acency. 


OC ERE STRES GRE OEP CED MAD GID Ca a 
Do You Wish to Find a 
Life Partner ? 

_—— | 
Good News for Would-be 


Lovers. 
ee beth ee 


Happy Marriages the Hope 
of the Nation. | 


yo 


Owing to the enormous number of letters received 
from readers of ‘‘ The Half-Holiday,’’ in all parts of 
the world, the proprietors have decided to re-open 


TOOTSIE’S FREE MATRIMONIAL AGENCY, 


which for many years was one of the main features 
and attractions of ‘‘Ally Sloper,’’ which is now in- 
corporated in “ The Half-Holiday,” and which was 
discontinued owing to the social and domestic dis- 


locations caused by the Great War. 


Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency wus the ‘medium 
through which many thousands of loving couples 
became acquainted. 


HOW TO AVAIL YOURSELF OF THIS 
GREAT OFFER, 


Advertisements of a bona-fide character are in- 
serted under the heading of Tootsie’s Free Matrt- 
monial Agency, in “The Half-Holiday,” free of all 
charge, providing the senders names and addresses 
are enclosed, not for publication, but as a guarantee 
of good faith. The Editor reserves the right to open 
all replies, and undertakes to forward all suitable 
letters received in reply post free to advertisers. 

Advertisements will be inserted in rotation, as they 
are received. Only a limited number can be inserted 
each week. Only bona-fide advertisements will be 
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accepted. Beyond forwarding suitable replies to the 
advertisers, the Editor cannot enter into correapond- 
ence with either advertisers or recipienta. 
All advertisements to be posted to— 
TOOTSIE’S FREE MATRIMONIAL AGENCY, 
7a, Wine Office Court, Fivet St,, 
London, E.C. 


ENTLEMAN, of Irish birth, of distinguished an 

cestry, and decorated with Order by the King 

for services rendered during the Great War, would 

like, to become acquainted with lady, with a view to 

matrimony. Widow with some property preferred.— 

Address, “Blue Mantle; Tootsie’s Matrimonial 
Agency. 


ANCE-CORPORAL, stationed at Quetta, would like 
to hear from domesticated or business young 
lady, with a view to matrimony.—Addreas, ‘‘ Lance- 
Corporal,’ Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency , 
GENTLEMAN, who claims to pe the holder of the 
oldest Imperial title in Europe, desires to 
become acquainted with a wealthy American lady, 
of irreproachable antecedents ,with a view to matri- 
mony.—Address, ‘‘ Imperial,-’* Tootsie’s Matrimonial 
Agency. 


WO NURSES, aged 28 and 27, employed in hospital, 
would like to hear from well-to-do mechanics, 
capable of earning good wages, of sober habits, and 
fond of home life.—Address, ‘‘Nurae,’”’ Tootsie’s Matri- 
monial Agency. 


tion, aged 22, 
with a kindly- disposed young workman, with a view 
to matrimony.—Address, ‘‘ Lizzie,’ Tootsie’s Matri- 
monial Agency. 

D¢4!sY. tall, fair, and domesticated, would like to 
mect respectable, hard-working gentleman, with 


‘a view to matrimony, Must be fond of children, and 


a teetotaller.—Addreas, ‘‘ Daisy,’’ 
monial Agency. 


Tootsie’s Matri- 


Bo. aged 32, lively, fond of sport, earning good 

money, would like to correspond with respect- 
able young lady, who is interested in outdoor sports 
and racing.—Addreas, “ Bob,’’ Tootsie’s Matrimonial 
Agency. 


YOUNG MAN, aged 33, would be pleased to meet 

with sensible girl, a few years hia junior, prefer- 
wbly one residing in London. Applicants must not. 
expect that the advertiser looks anything like Owen 
Nares, and he wishes to state that he has an arti- 
ficial leg-—-Address, “ Peter,”’ Tootsie’s Matrimonial 
Agency . 


The men by this time were upon very :ll terms 
with themselyes, and the energy with which each 
glared at his companions was only equalled by the 
industry which he showed in smiling at the woman. 

It was finally seen that something must be done, 
so they retired to a secluded spot to talk it over 
amicably, each casually, and as if by accident, tak- 
ing along a big club. 

The conference being declared open, one of the 
men, who chanced to be the smallest, but a hand- 
some and pleasant fellow, said— 

“I am sure we are all agreed that this young 
woman should marry, and I, for ore, feel certain 
that she will not be found averse to the plan, Now, 
what I propose is that we go to her and let her 
make choice of a husband among us. 

At this the largest of the men sneertd and said— 

“That is not my notion at all. This conference, 
in fact, is all poppycock. I have known from the 
first what is going to happen, and I came out here 


‘simply to make a quorum. I shall go back to the 


woman and offer myself to her. When she has re- 
fused me, something which I don't think will hap- 
pen, it will be time enough for you fellows to put 
yourselves on the counter.” 


As the large man said this he brandished his club, 
But in his excitement he did not notice that one of 
his companions stood a little behind him. 

This man promptly raised his own club and struck 
the big man a mighty blow on the head, and in- 
stantly they all plunged into a general fight, the 
end of which found not one of them alive. 

On learning of this the young woman fell into 
very low spirits, and began dragzing out an wn- 
happy existence. 

So matters stood for a long time, till one day 
the young woman, while fishing from a raft which 
the men had left, was carried out to sea by the 


wind and finally landed on a very small and almost 
barren island. 

On the same day, by 2 strange, surprising chance, 
and one which might not occur again, the young 
man on the other island, under precisely the same 
circumstances, was carried by the currents to the 
identical rocky isle which the young woman had 
just reached. 

They found each other immediately on landing, 
and fell in love instantly on meéting. The situation 
was so extraordinary that it clearly admitted of a 
marriage by mutual consent under the great law of 
nature; after which they turned to and constructed 
a “house and home. 

The island was so barren that it took much labour 
to procure a living, but they worked with the utmost 
cheerfulness, and ever after they were happy and 
contented. 

All of which shows how wonderfully lucky it is 
thaz the number of mel and women in the world 
is so nearly equal, making it possible, ag the 
homely proverb hath it, that every Jack may have 
his Jill, and every Jill may be possessed of her Jack. 


or 
THE LITERARY MOVEMENT, 


Liverpool Girl: Have any volumes of . weight 
been published in your city lately? 

Birmingham Girl: You just ought to lift onr 
new directory. 


*‘PARIS-ART’ PHOTOS FREE 


“ CHIC-ART” STUDIES and PHOTOS,—Sealed sets, 
2a 6d, 3a 6d, 58. and 108, Above rare photos FREE to 
all customers.—B, HAYDINE, 647, Fulbam Road, Lon- 
don, 
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Popsy-wopsy, 
Turvey-Topsy, 

Little feet they are rich tots, 
Mary, Mary, Mary, 
Quite contrary, 

Come and play at honey-pots. 


HOUPLA: A girl should look before she leaps. 
CLOWN: She should look pretty, or she may not get a chance to leap. | 


THE LATEST THING 
iM SPOONS. 


= 


Lives of such men oft ramind us, | 
We, if with a million blest, 
Mivht, denarting, leave behind us 


Witis tor someone to contest. : MIS MIND’S MADE UP. 


a 


SRE HMALEF-HRULIVDAT. 
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When I left Oxford to take a junior mastership 
at Lichdene College, I found, according to my ex- 
pectations, that the future years would be a sort 
of reflex of the past, so to speak. Let me say at 
once that nothing is or was further from my 
thoughts than to assume the air of a “ superior 
person.’’ I refer simply to fashion in ideas more 
or less philosophical—to be exact, philosophism. 

We had Esoteric, Buddhists, Rosicrucians, 
Crystal-gazers, and what not amongst the men of 
my day, but the whole fabric of occult studies had 
been worn threadbare or cast aside as not the 
mode. 

At Lichdene certain of the students were in the 
thick of these subjects, so, by precept, persuasion, 
and a gentle irony which past experience had 


engendered in myself, I acquired gradually but 


surely an influence which enabled me to direct the 
minds of the majority of my pupils into more 
useful and profitable studies, 

Nevertheless there was one youth hidebound to 
derision and intolerant of leading-strings, possibly 
because his own personality was in its way a strong 
one; and he had, in greater measure than I have 
otherwise known, that form of pride which we 
are told caused the angel’s fall, 

His name was Mallingcourt, and his individuality, 
joined to superior means and social advantages, 
had gained for him a little faithful following, 
which opposed all interference by the policy of 
silence and comparative secrecy, . 


I have sometimes thought that sincerity, if not 


conviction, was a factor in Mallingcourt’s charac- 
ter, perhaps. If so, it added to his influence 
naturally, and he should have credit for it—and 
pity, for no man’s folly or besetting sin has ever 
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Pea past 


YOUNG LADY (bursting into the room): ‘Oh, Vicar, have you a threepenny bit to put into the 


cake for luck? 


VICAR: My dear girl, if | were known to be in possession of such a coin, my reputation would be 


utterly lost! 


—_— 
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brought about an end more shudderingly hideous 
than that which befell the leader of the malcon- 
tents. 

How far my imagination played me a trick in 
the dénouement let the reader judge. 

Mallingcourt and his friends were wont to meet 
on Friday nights in his private room on the first 
floor of the north wing. There was never any 
sort of disturbance or breach of discipline, so no 
exception could be taken to the gatherings, though 
there were whispers of uncanny doings. 

The true nature of their proceedings came out 
owing to the illness of one of the party, a rather 
effeminate, golden-headed,  gentle-eyed © youth, 
named Eckless, the sort of boy who usually has a 
beautiful mother and pretty, lovable sisters. 

He had an attack of brain fever, and Raybould, 
the resident surgeon, came to me privately, and 
said :— 

** Eastbourne, come and listen to Eckless whilst 
he’s raving. There'll be a scandal if the principal 
hears anything, but as I fancy the lad will pull 
through all right, I decide ‘to leave him and his 
companions to your after-judgment.”’ 

Raybould was a man after my own heart, so I 
went with him readily enough, without question, 
to the dormitory where his patieut was pouring 
out a rhapsody of disjointed phrases which would 
have struck ‘the casual listener as attempts at 
prayer. 

In point of fact, however, the piece of profanity 
—for such it was—that tortured the troubled brain 
was no other than ‘*The Black Paternoster.” 
Every reader of Longfellow’s ‘‘ Golden Legend’’ 
is familiar with a form of it, so nothing more need 
be said of the debasing and detestable piece of 
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credulity and wickedness as a composition. 

It was good of Raybould to come to me direct, 
for the knowledge gained in a few moments by the. 
sufferer’s bedside placed me in a position to strike 
at the root of an Evil, the magnitude of which 
I had not suspected hitherto, 

That Mallingcourt and his set were converts to - 
some sort of Satanism was clear from the nature 
of the stuff poor Eckléss was repeating—now in 
humble entreaty, again in command, but oftener 
in absolute terror. 

The spectacle hardened my heart, not only be- 
cause the boy was a sort of mother’s darling, but 
in that I regarded the case as typical, too. 

Exchanging a meaning glance with Raybould as 
much as to say, ‘‘ This requires immediate and 
firm action,” 1 left the dormitory, and sent a 
message to Mallingcourt and his companions, sum- 
moning them to my private room, 

‘** Mallingcourt, and the rest of you,’’ I said, 
without preface, ‘‘ Eckless is in a dangerous state 
of health—brain trouble, in fact—brought about by 
your private practices, undoubtedly. The precise 
nature of these practices I do not know, but that 
they are of a diabolic character I am assured by 
the utterances of your sick friend. Now, demon- 
ology is one thing, and demonism another. The 
first is a fascinating study in old-world love and 
credulity ; the second is a demoralising and utterly 
corrupt cult, which would be farcical were it not 
for the profane and vicious observances exhibited 
at the sittings. Understand that there is to be no 
more of it, or I shall at once call the attention of 
the Reverend Principal to the matter, and that 
will mean expulsion for you all. Mallingcourt, 
you have influence with your friends, so I look to 
you to use it to put a stop to these abominal and 
insane performances.” 

Most of them were cowed if not convinced, for 
the idea of expulsion was not a pleasant one to 
contemplate. Even Mallingcourt seemed shaken 
for the moment, and said : 

‘*T will promise that you shall have no further 
trouble from our doings, Mr. Eastbourne,’’ an 
ambiguous statement, which I did not analyse at 
the time, but had cause to remember afterwards. 

Raybould pulled Eckless through, and Malling- 


A FALLING MARKET. 
Miss Petite: If Mr. Makeshift should 
propose to-night, what shall I do? 
Fond Mother: I think, my dear, you'd 
better take him. I see by the “ Society 
Chitchat”’ that short girla are going 
out of fashion. 
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FEMININE GENERALSHIP. 


Miss Be Fashion (breathlessly : Oh! 
mother. It won't do to wait three 
weeks before having my party. We 
must send out the invitations at once 
and have it this week, 

Mrs. De _ Fashion: 
What's the hurry? 

Miss De Fashion: That odious Miss de 
Pretty; whom Mr. Richfellow so much 


) Goodness me! 
\ 
admires, has a boil on her nose. 
| Tr IOR 
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MARITAL CONVERSATION, 


; She: Do you remember bow you said, 
| when you were courting me, that if I 
| would marry you I -hould have noth- 
| ing to do all my days but sit about and 
| look pretty? And how different it is 
to-day !’” 

He: Well, it ain’t my fault if you 
ean’t look pretty now. 


)o( 


WHAT MAY 1 50? 
Tell me-dearest, tell me true, 


Lov’st thou me as I love you? 
* * * 


Tell me, beats your heart for me 
Madly as mine beats. for thee? 

| ” ~ * 

| Tell me, doth, whene'’er you dream, 


This poor mortal present seem? 
*% * * 


Tell me also, sweet Adele, 
May I dare a kiss to steal? 
* * * 
I mayn't take one? Then tell me, pray, 
Just, the number that I may? 
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court told his former companion “ There was 
going to be no more rot,’’ it seems—whereat his 
junior was greatly relieved, and, having a mind of 
wax for new impressions, speedily found another 
recreation less exacting than “‘ The Black Art,” 
of which nothing more was heard, The craze was 
dead and buried, apparently. 

In reality, however, the meetings and mysteries 
went on as usual, but in greater secrecy and at a 
later hour. Mallingcourt had dominated his 
friends, and thrown dust in the eyes of the college 
authorities. 3 

A climax came on the 3lst of October—that is 
to say, Hallow E’en in popular phraseology—a 
most favourable time, according to tradition, , for 
magic rites and supernatural manifestations. 
Doubtless this is the reason why Mallingcourt and 
his set arranged for a seance between 11.30 and 
12 o'clock at night. 

Fortune—or mischance—aided their plans. The 
two meh of whom they stood most in fedr—Ray- 
hould and myself—were out of college on that par- 
ticular evening; for the surgeon was at Broom- 
hampton lecturirg, and would have to stay in 
tewn all night, owing to the poor train service, 
whilst I was visiting friends some miles away, 
whose house I usually left about eleven to walk 
to the college, unless someone was driving in my 
direction and gave me a lift, 

On such occasions I came through the field- 
path, and entered the grounds by way of the 
shrubbery, finally gaining access to my rooms with 
a pass-key ; but to do so I had to skirt the whole 
of the college buildings, 

It was just possible that as this was the Eve 
of All Hallows, the association of ideas caused me 
to scrutinise Mallingcourt’s room in the north 
wing, as I drew near the college, thankful a 
scandal had been averted and that the youths 
were devoted to better pursuits. 

Though not very bright, the night was clear 
enough for me to see that Mallingcourt’s window 
looked different from the adjacent ones: It was 
darker, and I found, on drawing closer, this ap- 
pearance was owing to the fact that the casement 
was open, consequently the glass did not reflect 
such little light as there was. 

At the moment I reached the gravel walk which 
divided the central lawa from the flower-beds 
around the building, a most unearthly and appal- 
ling scream came from the inner blackness of 


WAYS AND MEANS. 
en * 
The daughter of a benevolent pluto- 
erat was met one day by an acquaint- 
ance as she came out of a free library. 
“We don’t take a newspaper at 
home,” she explained, “‘so I look in 
here to see what hospital papa has been 
endowing.” 
)o(——_— 


A BAD SHOT. 


Hawker: Your wife says she misses 
you when you’re away from home. 

Walker: Well, she often misses me 
when I’m at home. She's the worst 
shot with a plate you ever saw. 


—)o( 


RESULT OF TRAINING, 


Nell: What a peculiar way that Mr. 


Spooner has of hugging! He never 
grasps one anywhere but around the 
waist. 

Belle: That's becanse he’s a Rugby — 


man; they're taught to tackle low, you 
know. 
--~ ——)n( -——- 


SAME THING! 

Mistress of the House (who is engag- 
ing new servaut): Can you clean bi- 
«eycles? 

Parlourmaid: No, mum, but, I can gi’e 
ye th’ address where I get mine cleaned. 


iol 


KNOWS BETTER. 
We tells how wicked he used to be, 
Vill she shudders and softly cries 
“Lal” 
But never, not ever—no, never does he 
Yell any such yarns to her ma. 


RHRE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Mallingcourt’s room, and two figures, seemingly, 
issued from the window. 

So far as night and startled faculties would 
allow me to judge, one figure was dragging the 
other out head-first and backwards by the gown. 

It was horseplay, I imagined. Now, although 
the ground was lightened up and soft, the drop 
from the window was nine or ten feet; so, fearing 
a serious accident, I shouted : 

‘“ Hold there! What is the meaning of this?” 

But even as I spoke the one form leapt lightly 
down, bringing the other to the ground with a 
dull thud, and then, turning to me, showed for a 
moment a horrible, leering face, to the whole of 
which the lurid eyes gave a sort of pale lumin- 
osity. The next instant face and form became a 
portion of the surrounding shadows, and I was 
alone with the figure at my feet, 

To this I gave my next attention, abandoning 
all idea of pursuit of the mummer I imagined the 
other to be. Striking a match, I looked down 
and saw Mallingcourt lying with face to the sky, 
and his expression of mingled agony, hopelessness, 
and terror will haunt me to my dying day. 

When I raised his shoulders the head fell with 
a shocking inertness which told me the neck was 
broken. 

A faint glimmer now showed above my head. 
It was a lighted candle held by one of the party 
who was peering out of the window. 

“Sugden,” said I, recognising him, ‘‘ Malling- 

court, is lying here déad. Do you and your com- 
panions remain till f summon assistance, and can 
come for an explanation.’’ 
_ In the room there was no sign of disorder or 
impropriety, but when I raised the lid of an old 
chest standing in the widow-bay there was the 
whole paraphernalia of magic, which had been 
bundled in hastily. 

“Now,” said I, sternly, ‘‘listen to me. 
Despite reproof and warning, you have carried on 
certain malpractices which have ended in the death 
of your leader. How came he to fall? ”’ 

Sugden, the boldest and most  self-possessed, 
told what he knew with evident frankness. 

Mallingeourt had been standing on the ,chest in 
‘a magic circle,’’ it appeared, chanting an invoca- 
tion, of which “ The Black Paternoster” formed 
a part, to Satan in the darkness. They heard him 
scream suddenly, and dimly saw his form disappear 
backwards through the window. He had a fit, 
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they supposed. Nobody was near him. 

‘* Was any stranger present? ’ I asked. 

““QOh! no, sir.” 

I said nothing then or afterwards about the 
second figure. What purpose would it have 
served? Was not the appearance of figment of the 
imagination already fitted for some such impres- 
sion by associated ideas? For could I bring myself 
or another to believe that the Arch Enemy came 
to call, to claim his votary body and soul? Rather 
let us take the merciful verdict of the coroner’s 
jury—‘ Death by misadventure.”’ 


o( 


THE DIFFERENCE, 

What is the difference between women who play 
hockey or golf, ride to hounds and Gance cake-walks, 
and those who wear lavender silk and mittens, 
shriek at the sight of a mouse, and blush at the 
mere mention of the useful garments worn by 
males on their lower limbs? 

A hundred years. 


of 
APPROPRIATE. 

“Now, dear,” said the kind-hearted friend to the 
new widow, “everything is attended to, I believe— 
is it not?” 

“ Y—y—es, I think so,” replied the weeping wil- 
lowy young thing between sobs, “‘ except my cycle. 
It. hasn’t been re-enamelled in black. Will you see 
to that, please?” 


)o( 
CONSOLING. 


Mrs, Avnoo: Bridget, the parlour windows are 
so dirty that I can’t see through them. 

Bridget: Well, mum, I only just came from 
the front door, and beyant the faces of Miss Fashion 
and her young man in the bay-windy opposite, 
thur’s nothin’ across the way worth lukin at. 
o¢ 

SHE KNEW. 

Miss Mobile: Well, Martha. how is your husband 
now? 

Martha: Po’ly, miss—po’ly. 
matory rheumatism, ; 

Miss Mobile: You mean inflammatory rheuma- 
tism, Martha. “ Exclamatory” is» to cry out. 

Martha (with solemn conviction): That’s it, mum 
—that’s it! He don’t do nothing but ’oller! 


He’s got that excla- 


“Oh, Harry, what dreadful blisters that man has on his fingers!” 


‘““Ya-as. Suppose 


the poor beggar had some hot words with his wife this morning,’’ 


S THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


| (See page Twelve for Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency.) 
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